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The Hiflorie of 

Thouhaft redeemd thy loft opinion, 

And fbcwd thou makeftlome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

‘Prince. O God, they did me too much iniurie. 

That euerfaid, I hearkned toyour death 
If it were fo, I might haue let a'one 
T he infulting hand of Dowlas ouer you. 

Which would haue beenc asfpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trecherouslabour of your Sonne. 

Ktn, Make vp to fliften, He to S. Nicholas G aw fey. Exit, 

Enter Hetjpur. 

H»t. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

P rinse. T hou fpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Prince. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebel! of that name, 
lam th zfPrince of Wales ; and think e net Percy, 

To lhare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne. 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Now fliallit Harryi for the hourc is come. 

To end the one of vs ; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as mine. 

Prince. lie make it greater, ere 1 part from thee. 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lie crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot . I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Falfialffe* 

Talf. Well faid Hal, to it Hal . Nay, you jhallfinde no Eoyes 
playheere, I can telly ou. 

Enter D owglas. he fights with Falfialffe, htfals downe at 
t fhe were dead, the Prince killeth Percy . 

Hot. Oh Harry ,thou haft robd me of my youth, 

I better brooke the lotTe of brittle life. 

Then thofeproud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They woupd my thoughts worfe, then the (word my ftefh ? 


Henry the Fourth . 
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k v gut thought’s the Hauc oflife, and life times foofe. 

And Time that takes fiiruey of all the world, 
jVliill haue a ftop. O, I could prophefic, 

Bm that £ h e ^ ai £ h, and cold hand of Death 
1 liesonmytongc : no Percy, thou art duft. 

And food for 

prince. For Worms, brau t Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 

111 weau'd Ambition, how much art thou ihrunkef 

h When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

| A Kingdom? for it, was too fmail a bound, 
i But now two paces of the vileft earth, 
j broome enough : this earth that beares the dead, 

Bearesnotaliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

1 Ifthouwcrtfenfibleofcurtefie, 

Ifliould not make fo great a Ibew of zeale : 
j. Butletmyfauours hide thy mangledface, 

: , And euen in thy behalfe, lie thanke my felfe 

f . For doing thefe faire rites of tenderneife, 
j' Adieu, and take thy praifc with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy ileepewith theein thegraue, 

| But not remeinbjcd in thy Epitaph. 

» He [pieth Falfialffe 

on the ground. 

Vybat, old acquaintance, could not alfthisflelh 
Keepe in a little life f poore Awv^.farewell : 

Icould haue better /par’d a better man 
0, 1 fhould haue a heauy miife of thee, 
it Iweremuch in loue with vanitie ; 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 
f nough many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Uoweidwilllfcetheebyandbv/ 7 

1 hi then, m blood by noble Percy lie. 
v , r T , , Falfialffe rfethvp. 

leaueto powd IsnJ if t ( | ,OU ,mbovve11 rae to > He glue you 
^letocLnbrfSl ’ andeat ^ mee to ° ^ morrow. Zloud.t’was 
fc °tandieicoor or that hot termagant Scot had payd mce 
he a counterfeit' f Gt ! nie!re ‘^ 1 am no counterfeit : to die is to 
hath not the lif^nf^ hce 'f but ^counterfeit of a. man , who 
\ 01 * man :bu£ tpepunterieit dying, when a man 
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